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been carefully patched just as it needed it I never
saw a place so soaked with charm from end to end,
its very wildness giving it a grace which trimness
would have utterly destroyed. I stood for acwhite*
beside the pool, with a woodpecker laughing in the
holt, to watch the long roofs and huddled chimneys
rise above the white-flowered orchard. Perhaps
in a stormy, rugged day of November it would be
sad and mournful enough in its solitary pastures;
but on this spring day, with the sun lying warm
on the brickwork, it seemed to have a perfection
of charm about it like the design of a mincl intent
upon devising as beautiful a thing as could be
made. The old house seemed to have grown old
and mellow like a rock or crag; to have sprung
up out of the ground ; and nature, working patiently
with rain and sun and wind, drooping the stonecrop
from the parapet, fringing the parapets with snap-
dragons and wallflowers, touching the old roofs
with orange and grey lichens, had done the rest
No one shall learn from me where the House of
Bellasyze lies; but I will revisit it spring by spring,
like a hidden treasure of beauty.

The result of these perfect days, full of life and
freshness, with all the loveliness and without the
languors of spring, is to produce in me a perfectly
inconsequent mood of happiness, which is better
than any amount of philosophical consolation.
The air, the breeze, the flying hour are all full of
delight. Everything is touched with a fine savour
and quality, whether it be the wide view over the
dappled plain, the blue waters of the lonely dyke,